JOURNAL    1932                                          229

fear of losing what I ought to have put into books or articles which,
through some lack of confidence or other, I despaired of writing satis-
factorily. Even these lines I am writing without assurance. To be sure, I
have already known periods of slackening enthusiasm, and I know that
I got over them; but at that time I was young. Is there enough space
left ahead of me, henceforth, to spring forth anew? For all the im-
petus acquired in the past does not seem to me of any help for what I
now want to write. And this is above all the reason for my silence. I
am in this sanatorium to rest, to take care of myself, to find out what
I am still worth and whether or not I can still dare.

6 April

I am recovering a bit of assurance. It is through the loss of all self-
confidence that my fatigue becomes apparent at once; that humble,
crestfallen, submissive, hunted appearance I take on in such cases. , . .

7  April
Finished without any great interest or pleasure Gladkov's Cement.16

In this young and new literature the slightest literary devices are shock-
ing; they abound here and are of the lowest quality. Conventional psy-
chology, which seems new and bold because Gladkov attributes to his
heroine feelings (sexual reactions) that are really masculine.

Important none the less. The human being is so malleable that he
rapidly becomes what he is persuaded he already is. I am told that
Cement had a considerable influence on German youth. Many young
women are modeling themselves on the heroine of this novel, who
think they recognize themselves in her portrait.

Read with the greatest admiration a volume of Chekhov (in the
very ordinary translation by Roche): Ward No. 6. The second of the
stories, In the Ravine, particularly, is excellent even in its slightest
details.

The Rapacious One by Ehrenburg;17 a most remarkable book with
a real and authentic novelty, extraordinary in intelligence and sureness
of presentation. It is the most important and significant production of
young Russia that I have read up to now. (I have only reached the
middle of this long volume.)

"We all know the romantic motto: do only what others cannot do.18
The cult of the original. , . . Arteme did only what all others did A

16  A novel, published in 1926 in Russian, dealing for the first time with
post-revolutionary reconstruction.
17  This novel, entitled in Russian Roach and in French Rapace, has ap-
parently not been published in English translation.
18  Page 193, portrait of Arteme Lykov. [A.]